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A POLITICAL PARADOX. 

' Who would not your Imperial Banner ban, 
Should ban the Banner of your Banner-man.' 

The Volet's Oracle, p. 1906. 
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CARMEN CIVILE. 

Quae sit patria Britannis 

Rogas hospes ? En quot annis 
Crescit orbis finium: 
Domus nobis, domus nostris, 
Sine fine, sine clostris, 
Domus est Imperiuml 

Hie est Anglus, ille Scotus, 
Ule Cimbra gentc notus, 
Nomen huic Hlbemicum; 
Indus eccc Canadensi 
Comes, Afer Australensi ; 
Signum est Britannicum. 

Canant ergo universi, 
Orbe toto sic dispersi, 
'Patria'st Imperiuml' 
Omnibus gaudentes oris 
Canant oezum hunc amoris, 
Canant pacis vinculum I 
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SORRY DILEMMA OF THE OLD LADY 
SITTING A-KNITTING. 

"Tis Hobson's Choice ye gives me — 

A choice of chaff or bran — 
Betwixt yer Mister Be-halfeh 
And Camel Ban-the-man.' 

MR. FACING-FOUR- WAYS, M.P. 

TwrxT ' Faith ' and ' Doubt ' he cannot choose ; 

' Free Trade ' or ' Fair' may score ; 
And since who takes one side may lose, 

He needs must B — al — four. 

FINE PHRASES OR FACTS? 
Free for Fair, if Fair be free, 
Is good exchange you must agree; 
Better, if hard facts declare 
Your vaunted Free is far from fair. 
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THE POLITICAL ALTRUIST. 



He talks of big and little loaf, but wishes 
To get his hand among the loaves and fishes. 



A WORD TO THE WISE. 

Well hous'd, well fed, well paid, well doctor'd in 

disease; 
When time is up, free passage home across the seas ; 
Nay, always free to chuck the job, if so you please : — 
Who would not be a 'Chinese Slave' on terms like 

these ? 



THE PEOPLE'S MAN. 
[' Some on Boards.' — Aet. Apost.'] 

John Burns to set the Thames on fire; 

The people want both wit and will: 
Red-hot Reformers get their hire; 

But rich and poor are with us still. 
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IN THE KEY OF DUMPS. 

Shall we venture ? can we win ? 
Is it not a mortal sin 
To violate the stirine where Labby prays ? 
Dare we still indulge a doubt, 
When a Churchill is devout, 
And a Morley wears the cross above his bays? 

Things have alter 'd, as we know. 
Since the days of long ago, 
When CoBDEN preach'd his Gospel of Free Trade: 
Then England stood alone, 
Every market was her own ; 
And Germany herself had not been made. 

Now she sends us human hacks, 
Prints, pianos, toys in stacks, 
Knives with warrants not to cut, and tools that bend; 
Ports and sherries and champagnes — 
Luscious brew of Hamburg drains; 
Horse-sausages and rubbish without end, 

Th^H dump, dump, dump, ye merry dealers! 
Bump all your draff on England's shore I 
For to you, if not to me, 
Tax and toll the market's free. 
And England always boasts the Open Door. 
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What if this her fruitful isle 

Run to waste for mile on tnile; 

Why should England question fate or be afraid ? 

Though her industries decay, 

Though her commerce fall away, 

Tis a cheerful thing to perish for ' Free Trade.' 

Lo, the vultures gather where 
They descry the carcase bare; 
Any strange bird may pick our England raw I 
Famish 'd harpies, eat your fill; 
She lies helpless to your will ; 
She is ' Free Food ' for every foreign maw 1 

Then dump, dump, dump, ye merry dealers! 
Dump an your draff on England's shore! 
For to you, if not to me, 
Tax and toll the market's free, 
And England always boasts the Open Door. 
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THE VOICE OF THE RURAL VOTER. 

'TwAS the voice of the voter, I heard him complain, 
You are worlting me up for the ballot again; 
The tongue of the charmer is everywhere rife, 
Who wants, like Saint Peter, 'a sister, a wife'; 
The rabid teetotaler's wild for the work 
Of treating a publican worse than a Turk ; 
Big loafers and Uttle their folly parade, 
And swear that our vittles is found by Free Trade ; 
The Passive Resister, all conscience and fire, 
Would tread the old National Church in the mire ; 
But all are agreed 'tis their duty to burke 
The cry of the toiler who 's old and past work : 

Elach and all of one mind 
Their own axes to grind, 

Fool-or-knave politicians 
Who feed ns with wind ! 

There's pensions for them as has been to the wars, 
There's pensions for soldiers and p'licemen and tars; 
Tho' f^tin's as wicked a game as can be. 
And a p'liceman 's no better nor you or nor me. 
There's pensions in plenty for all sorts, I ken, 
As bishops and judges and littery men ; 
And the idlers as thrives 
In the Govament hives — 
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They be pension'd at sixty 
The rest of their lives. 

I can't see much good in the Ambassy trade; 

Seems the less a man labours, the more be is paid; 

Maybe he deserves it for bein' a swell, 

And because he does nothin' uncommonly well. 

Our judges get thousands so long as they do 

What the Frenchies contrive on a hundred or two : 

It can't be denied of that Justice is dear 

To the hearts and the pockets of folks over here : 

But I'd like to know why, 
When the wig sits a-wry, 

We gives 'em a hincome 
For just lyin' by. 

The vote was to save us from all sorts of ills, 
A remedy surer than Somebody's pills; 
But it's done me no good that I knows of as yet, 
For Candydates promise and Members forget : 
They're sweet on the platform and sweet at the door, 
But they ain't got no love for the laborin' poor: 
They promises all if we'll give 'em their fling, 
But sayin' and doin' 's a diGTcrent thing: 
Maybe at the moment they means to be kind. 
And the air of Westminister chains their mind : 

Nary one will you find 
With a thought in his mind, 

When he gets up to London, 
For friends left behind. 
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l6 SPARS. 

I can't help admiria' the inacFcent rich, 
Who piles up their virtue to such a high pitch, 
That they grudges a pore man his bacca and beer, 
And spends in a day what I spends in five year. 
Fifty pounds is the figure for bonnet or toque, 
And four or five hundred for tea-^wn or cloak ; 
And rubies and dimonds and opals and pearls 
And furs that be fortunes, bedizen their girls. 
The daily divarshuns of upper-class dames, 
Their parties, their dinners, their concerts, their g^mes; 
Their lavish expense in amusement and dress, 
Their advertisement bold in the halfpenny press; 
Makes it plain to Jack Straw, 

Tho' his wits be but raw, 
That beyond their own pleasure 

The rich owns so law. 

GradivatioQ 's the word I a proporshunate tax 
Should be laid with a will on their iadolent backs ; 
The thousands they spends on their follies and worse 
Should be took to replenish the national purse. 
Their shameless examples of profligate waste, 
And cynical outrage on morals and taste, 

Would insult us no more 
If but half of their store 

Were taken to pension 
The aged and poor. 
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EH? EH? EH? 

Eh? What '3 that, Young Man? 
'You misdoubt of "Free Trade"? 
You would stop, if you can, 
All the mischief it's made ? ' 
Why 'tia Madness, and Murder, and Treason— 
And likewise The Poor is betray'd I 

Can't you see ? Are you blind ? 
England LIVES by Free Trade ; 
To defer to mankind 
She was specially made; 
'Tis her in-con-tro-vert-ible Duty 
To cringe and be greatly afraid. 

Can't you see that this isle 
Is, by Nature's decree, 
A dumping-^rround vile 
And a rookery, free 
To the knaves and the outcasts of nations, 
Flocking hither from over Rie sea ? 

You're estranging the lave 
Of all the Great Powers — 
(So kind when we strove 
At death-grips with the Boers : — 
A love most consistent in cursing 
And lavishing slander in showers !) 
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With the figures I've cramni'd 
Your palaver I scorn; 
Let the fanner be — jamm'd, 
With his story forlorn! 
I mean, Let him take to the jam-pot, 
And grow figs where he us'd to grow corn I 

What matter if land 
Lie fallow for miles? 
Still the factory-hand, 
Still the comer boy smiles: 
(Not the price of a ptni would he spare us, 
To save ail the farms in these isles !) 

What if cotton and coal 
Should fail us at last? 
What if work as a whole 
To the States shall have pass'd? 
Wc can do the world's fetching and carrying — 
{Till the Yankees annex every masl!) 

So be careful, Young Man, 
When you speak of Free Trade — 
The Infallible Plan 

For a Universe made — 
{But which England, alone among nations, 
Affirms with a faith unafraid.) 
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THE STANDARD-BEARER. 



Scotchman goes and Scotchman comes 
{Ba—Ba—Ba— 

Ban — Ban — Ban — /) 
Sound the triumph, English drums ! 
{Ba—Ba—Ba— 

Ban— Ban— Ban— f) 
IJttle Englanders, be merry ! 
Yell, you fools, from Cork to Derry ! 
Scottie comes your wrongs to bury — 
Scottie comes, the Home-Rule Man! 

Scotchman goes and Scotchman comes 
{Ba—Ba—Ba— 

Ban — Ban — Ban — /) 
Smallpox Leaguers, beat your drums ! 
{Ca—Ca — Ca — 
Ca — Caliban .') 
He will give you leave to perish 
By the foul disease you cherish ; 
He is kind — he is no bearish 
Baby-vaccinating man! 
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Scotchman goes and ScotchmaD comes 



an—/) 

Beat the loud Teetotal drums 1 
{Ba~Ba—Ba~ 

Ban — Ban — Ban — f) 
Scottie comes to teach the nation 
Water-drinking is Salvation, 
And 'tis merely moderation 
To wipe out the publican 1 

Scotchman goes and Scotchman comes 
(Ba—Ba—Ba— 

Ban— Ban — Ban — /) 
Beat the Nonconformist drums 1 
{Ca—Ca—Ca~ 
Ca— Caliban !) 
English ChuFchfolk are as conies 
Feeble, doubting what their own is; 
Canny Scot will claw their monies — 
Pious Pres-by-te-ri-an 1 
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LIBERAL LOGIC, 
OR, THE SWEEPS-TAKES. 

[C.-B. in Downing Street, with all his honours thick 
upon him. Enter to him a Sable Supporter, who 
has deserved well in the Election.] 

C.-B. — 'You're rather black, most worthy wight, 
Although your Principlea are right : 
Which is it ? Night or l^ear-'o-night ? ' 

[Smiling at his own Scoffish w^) 

S.S. — He, spitting on the polish'd boards, 

'Knight? barrow-knight? I scorns the words I 
All men is ekal, 5ur — r 1 ' he roar'd, 
And I'll be nothing less than Lord I ' 



LIVING DOGS AND DEAD LIONS. 
['The Celtic fringe ia now all the fashion.' — Woman's 9fir>vr.'\ 

Is Robert Cecil (Markiss) dead, 

And is he quite fot^t ? 
And leads Another where he led? 

It is a common lot. 

And that's 'a common lot' indeed, — 

A much too common lot, — 
Where Scotch and Welsh and Irish lead, 

And Cecil's son is not 
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LORD NICOTINE OF HAV-AN-OUNCE 
AND MAN-ILL-AHI 
[' Peers and Plenty.'— Peo^'j fferaU.] 
O WHERE, Lord W., have you been? 

And where, Lord W., have you tarried? 
We knew My Lady Nicotine, . 

But never dreamt that she was married. ! 

C.-B. ennobles Whom He Wills, 

As nobler Ministers have done ; 
But where is Beechau of the Pills ? 
And where Grzat Stead, that moral Sun ? 

A peer, we know, may make a smoke, 

And smoke, it seems, may make a peer: 

We could not guess, till Scottie spoke, 
The moral gulf 'twixt pipes and beer. 

The sinfulness of Tory beer, 

The purity of Libera! 'haccas, 
Henceforth must evermore be clear 

To anybody but a jackass. 
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A VILLAGE HAMPDEN, 
OR, FITS O' FREEDOM. 

{Radical Labourer, meeting Stranger, whom he takes for 

a Political Gew/.] 
O it's all one, and it's all one, and we may do as 

we like ; 
Old parson may swear till he sheds his hair ; be may 

scowl, but he dare not strike. 
I'm as good as he, and he knows it, and a dam' sight 

better too; 
For parsons and squires, they be douted fires, sin' I 
got my vote, like you ! 

O it's all one, and it's all one, 

And we can do as we likes; 

There's none can say us nay 

If we waste the workaday. 

And o' Sundays we boozes or we bikes. 

O it's all one, and it's all one, whatever the parson 

may say; 
Let him bark as he like, he's a toothless old tyke, 

and he cannot say us nay: 
Let him practise hisself what he preaches, if he thinks 

it's good advice; 
For we all on us does whatsumever we choose, and 

that's what we knows is nice. 
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For it's all one, and it's all one, 

And why should a free man care? 

Though the parson from his perch 

In the dam'd old empty church 

Dam' the pore folk as ain't a-sittin there. 

O it's all one, and it's all one; I'm a man as Speaks 

my mind; 
And I knows what's what, you may take oath to that, 

for it's gospel truth youll find. 
'Then why don't I say to their faces what I says 

behind their backs? 
And why do I stand wi' my cap in my hand, or else 
like a cur make tracks ? ' 

O it's all one, and it's all one, 
And if parson or squire was here — 
WhatI You Bt our hew Squire? 
Then I lifts my billy higher, 
And I'd like to drink your Honour's health 
in beer. 
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THE GOSPEL OF GO EASY; 
OR, PAY FOR PLAY. 

[' The problem is how to change the mental attitude of the 
working man.' — Daify 9fatl.] 

You may talk of British trade, jou may make a fine 

parade 
With a torrent of statistics from the books ; 
But the awkward fact remains, yearly losses are not 

gains. 
And strikes are only good for rogues and rooks. 
Rogues and rooks, rogues and rooks, 
With their sanctimonious looks 
And thdr everlasting chatter of the Cau-Cau-Cause ; 
Though the empire go to smash 
They must make their little splash, 
And leave their dupes to pay for broken heads and 
broken laws. 

They will tell the working man that his place is in 

the van, 
And that gentlefolks and kings should walk behind; 
Tis his sacred right to shirk or to scamp his costly 

work, 
And go easy all the day if so inclined. 
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M^t is right, might is right I 

Is the mob the twain unite ; 

Numbers never fail to triumph at the polls, polls, 

polls 1 . 

What's a Church to rowdy masses, 
What's a Throne to restive asses, — 
To muddj-witted soakers who for drink would sell 

their souls? 

' Go it easy, never hurry, let the bosses do the worry ! 
What to us are dwindling profits, if the profits are 

not ours? 
For our sole concern is wages; 'tis for wages we 



While the slowest sets the pace, to while away the 
working hours. I 

Hold your hand 1 hold your hand I 

For to bilk the boss is grand. 

And to wreck his bloomin' bisness is a most trans- 

portin' jest; 
If he gives you all the sack, i 

Why the Union puts you back; | 

And he that laughs the last laughs the loudest and 

the best 

'In our hearts we all believes that Capitalists is thieves, 
So we moderates our moumin' when they're thrown; 
They have gotten all their store from the pockets of 

the poor. 
And every penny's oum they calls their own. 
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Who's to blame, who's to blame, 

If we plays our leery game, 

And gives 'em just as little for their money as we 

can? 
If we smiles at their disasters, 
'Cos the wipin' out of masters 
Is sartin elevation for the British workin' man?' 

From Be-er-she-bah to Dan let the pious working man 
Set his face against the wickedness of wealth ; 
I^t him make the workadays everlasting holidays — 
Tis his duty to preserve his precious health 1 

He will thrive, he will thrive, 

When no boss is left alive 

To clip the large prosperity that comes o' lying by; 

At the bright Millennial Uawn 

When the wages-fund is gone. 

And money falls o' Saturdays in handfuls from the 
sky I 
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EDUCATION IN EXCELSIS. 

Educate I Educate I Educate I England is going to pot! 
Hash up your medley of sul^ects, and serve it piping 

hot! 
The average vulgar baby for learning is all agape ; 
And learning makes the difference between the man 

and the ape. 

Educate! Educate! Educate 1 England is falling behind 
In the race of rival nations, in the forward march of 

mind; 
For the German boy is omniscient, and the nimble- 

witted Jap 
ImbilMS his 'Natural Science' with his earliest meal 

of pap. 

We have our old foundations, but vrtiat's their practical 

worth. 
When Americans make more money than any nation 

on earth ? 
When Chicago can slaughter hogs a hundred or more 

a minute, 
And breed religions by scores, Old England is hardly 

in it 
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Educate ! Educate 1 Educate t that is the cry to-day. 
' And what shall we teach the children ? ' Why, teach 

them what will pay I 
' Manners ? ' In times like ours 'tis a topic of douhtful 

taste; 
'Morak?' Oh, yes; be moral— but make your pile 

with all haste! 

* Religion 7' Why, of course ; but broad and modem 

in tone; 
Never mind 'The Catholic Faith;* let historic truth 

alone; 
For seeming pays, act being, and creeds are much the 

same; 
And the thing itself don't matter, so long as you keep 

the name 

Religion 7 Yes, for still it commands the popular voice. 
And the Un-de-nom-in-a-tton-al brand is specially 

choice ; 
A man may cheat and lie, and be honour'd and trusted 

withal, 
So his pious ticket be Un-de-nom-in-a-tion-al. 

Let the little ones read the Bible, without a comment 

or note ; 
What signifies the sense, if they patter it off by rote 7 
Twill foster a firm conviction (best ground of religious 

hopes) 
That happy Britain harbours some forty millions of 

Popes. 
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' But what of the Church of England 7 ' Oh, she can 

take care of herself; 
And she sadly wants relieving of some of her pride 

and pelf: 
Fair play is not for her; it would never do to sl^ht 
The ' Noncocfonnist Conscience ' (Dissenting envy and 

spite). 
Allow her to teach the children (not others, but only 

her own), 
'Tis a thousand chances to one she will never be 

overthrown; 
So keep her out of the school (for the Board must not 

be cross 'd). 
Though ninety per cent of the children be hers, and 

she pay the cost 
To a mere benighted Churchman it seems but a waste 

of breath 
To prove the right of his children to be taught their 

father's faith ; 
And that he who pays the piper for the music fairly calls, 
Is an axiom to most — outside of the Chapel walls. 
But sauce for the goose, alas I is no sauce for the 

gander here; 
Plain justice is quite out of place in the high political 

sphere; 
For you have to reckon with votes, and Churchmen 

are timid souls, 
And the motley files of the foe arc always awake at 

the polls. 
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We must suffer the Caucus-leader, the Spinner of 

Journalese, 
The rabid FVogress-monger, to do the thing they please; 
For an ounce of theory betters a pound of experience. 
And the old must bow to the new, however devoid of 

sense. 

We must humour the party zealot, the man with a 

mental twist. 
The political antipatriot, the religious Separatist; 
And, while Science mourns in vain and the cynical 

German mocks. 
The noble Society — for Diffusion of Small-pox. 

• •••*•• 

' Evils of centralisation ? ' Why, it's good for country 

schools 
To be ruled by Dilettanti, sitting on Whitehall stools; 
Uaiformity's the ideal we all of us enthrone — 
Except indeed in Religion, where every Jack makes 

his own. 

So we teach our ploughboys Drawing — a capital 



For giving a stoop to the shoulders, and blinding the 

weaker eyes: 
Who cares about eyes and shoulders? we shall turn 

out something smart 
When the agricultural labourer can draw both horse 

and cart. 
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But the strong old masculine notions must all be 

rooted out; 
Why breed a race of fighters, when there's nothing to 

fight about? 
All war, we know, is sinful : 'tis arrogant to be strong; 
And foreigners must be right, and England is always 

wrong. 

Then down with the andent flag, the symbol of 

BriUsh pride I 
We must take what comes, for war can never be 

justified ; 
Such peace as slaves enjoy is better than martial 

strife. 
And better than glorious death is a spiritless cringing life. 

Let the pedagogue teach his flock the tolly of every 

creed; 
I^t him foster discontent, and restlessness, and greed; 
They will soon be off to the towns, to swell the puny 

race 
Of a sensual, neurotic, effeminate populace. 

What matter if land lie fallow ? We shall have no 

fallow brains; 
Though trains be all at a standstill, we may have our 

mental trains: 
And at last, when the well-drilled German on Dover 

strand appears. 
We shall meet the rude invader with a rush — of 

grateful tears. 
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' YoH love not Anarchy ? You would save both Church 

and State?' 
Then wi/hstand the rtsing fiood before U is strong as 

FaU. 
Remember, when Crates prattle and Programmists plead 

and pn^, 
'Tis Religion that makes the man, and Character wins 

the day. 
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THE NEW STATE-REUGION. 

Says Jm: 'Say, Bill, What's this here Bnt — r- 

Reugion 7 ' 
Says Bnx : ' Not Creed enough to save a pigeon ? ' 



DITTO, DITTO, DITTO. 

Because our hands are ' free,' our notioiis ' broad,' 
But most, because we're void of sense and grace, 

We're pulling down the stone-hewn House of God, 
To put a Cooper'd Temple in its place. 



THE VULTURE'S BILL. 

['The Whirligig of Time brings his Revenges.' — SKaktspeareJl 
King Mob's Decree made foul birds free 

To rob and rend and gorge ; 
But England's Church will live to see 

An un-M.P.-LOY'D George. 
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AUMENTARY EDUCATION. 

[' Owing to the natural unwillingnesa of parents to provide for 
their own offspring, the Feeding of School Children has become 
a serious problem of the Age.' — Daily Btlbmis.'\ 

All difficulties dance away 

Before a simple rule : — 
The patient Ratepayer must pay 

To ke^ the child at schooL 



POLITICAL RIGHTEOUSNESS. 

[•Minorities must suffer.' — Mobx^s La/w of England : 

Ed. A. BiRRiCTXR.] 

My slender purse they snatched away; 

They hit me in the eyes: 
They stunned me, but forbore to slay, 

And called it — Compromise. 
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THE POLITICAL DISSENTER'S WAR CRY. 
[' A Clifibrd r A Qifford 1 Hollo-well, boys I 'Shaktspeart.] 

Come, let us Non-con-form I 

Tis good to dist^ree; 
To grab the Schools we'll raise a storm, 

Id Christian Charity. 

The Churd) must be supprest! 

She has no right to be; 
Is not the creed by all confest 

' Reli^ous Liberty ' 7 

We'll claim our lawful powers 

To strip her to the bone ; 
For all her property is ours, 

And oure is all OUR OWN. 

•The Public'? That's OUR name: 

WE want entire control; 
Where 'Public Money' is, WE claim 

To allocate the whole] 

Our great Dissenting Lights 
Should boss both Church and State; 

For 'Anglicans' can have no rights — 
Except to pay the Rate. 
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Come, let us Non-con-form! 

As ' Free ' — and making free ; 
We^l do the Church a deadly harm, 

And all for charity! 

We'll drag her from her perch, 

To drink Dishonour's cup I 
And when we've eaten up the Church— 

We'll eat each other up. 

A-a-a-a-mi 
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AN EPITAPH. 

In Uemoriam J. H., Unici EpiscopL 

Against his Church he gaily scored— 
Jerry-bishop, J'ereford. 



PRACTICAL CHURCHMANSHIP. 

It binds to nought but Stall and Rental— 
This easy Surplice, this Free Mantle; 
Church Uvery sits but loose on me ; 
But I sit tight to Deanery. 



PARTHENOGENESIS. 
[< Risa solvuntur tabulae.'— 6!lL Atkanase.'] 
A Hen's son sceptical of Virgin Birth ? 
Such logic moves, not argument, but mirth. 



NOMINA OMINA. 

Whih-borne by marrit^e, and by birth Church-ill, 
Must needs a Puritanic fate fulfil. 
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THE FOOUSHNESS OF DOGMA; 

OR, 

HOMOOUSION— HOMOIOUSION. 

The philosopher sneers that all Christendom bleeds, 
V/hen one letter alone marks the difference of Creeds ; 
Yet lives there a fool who would sneer at Astronomy, 
Which only one letter divides from Gastronomy? 



TO A BRITISH MORAL WEAKLY. 

In guise of R^ht a glaring wrong you dress ; 
We call it Robber^ Nickel Righteousness. 



VOX POPULI VOX DEI. 

The Bible tells us, Schism is wrong; 

The Prayer Book says the same; 
But fools suppose, if Schism is strong, 

It can't be much to blame. 

A lie 's a lie, if vented by 

An individual mouth; 
When millions shout it to the sky, 

It strdght becomes a truth. 
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THE CHURCH ASS.; 



MY LADY WHIM-BORNE'S DONKEY. 

Sue found him in the wilderness 

Of, Woman's Folly serene; 
The thistle Conceit was his daily meat, 

A diet which made him lean. 

He drank of the Waters of Vanity, 
Which puffed him out with prid^ 

And stretched his skin, till it grew so thin 
You could plainly see inside. 

And however he tossed his wiry mane. 
And however loudly he brayed, 

Twas plain to the eye of the passer-by, 
He was but a hollow jade. 

The long-eared Head of this foolish Ned 
Was famous &om Bath to Brighton; 

A Sir Oracle full of doctrine dull 
For all whom he chanced to light on. 

Yet he barely knew but dogtoas two, 

In his virgin asininity ; 
The first, that his own o-pin-i-on 

Was infallible Divinity: 
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The second Article of his Creed 

Depended on Number One — 
That ' The F^testaot Faith ' was built on his breath. 

And other foundation had none. 

The Tail of this moke was a hoary joke, 

In familiar phrase a 'Joe Miller'; 
And some said the tail was a mere fly-flail, 

And others, the Beast's propeller. 

Her Ladyship reached her Ladyship's hand, 

To stroke his hairy face ; 
And Neddy wheezed, to show he was pleased. 

And pranced with peculiar gcact. 

Then (Oh, surprise !) he lifted his eyes 

And his forelegs bandy and gray ; 
And (wonder of wonders I) he opened his mouth 

With a solemn * Let us bray ! ' 

Her Ladyship led him — by the ear — 

With tropes of carrot and apple ; 
And turning a-Ioose her clerical goose, 

Installed him in her chapel. 

Platmon^s Parables. 
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ENGLISH LIBERTY. 

[' It is the Age of Freedom— Free Thought, Free Chtucbes, 
Free Doctrine, Free Divorce, Free Schools, Free Heals, Free 
Boots, and Freebooters.' — Liberator.} 

Reeling along the road, 3rou pass 
Some Uquor-lc^ed, offensive ass, 
Who, slave of one foul habit, raves 
That ' Britons never shall be slaves I ' 

You sigh that ' Only Virtue's free,' 

And bless your own sobriety; 

But soon submit, because you must, 

To blinding clouds of motor dust, i 

The Law — What is the sovereign Law, 
That beeps our very souls in awe ? 
The enacted will of noisy knaves 
Is law. And what are we but slaves? 

The Note arrives ; we never dare 
Refuse the cash demanded there ; 
We pay for what we disapprove, 
And help to ruin what we love. 

O exquisite absurdity! 
The cry that Englishmen are free: 
Coerced by Cabinet and House, 
They lack the freedom of a louse. 
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ON A NEAR PROSPECT OF A NEGLECTED 
CATHEDRAL. 

Mehoriais ? Oh, yes ; of human folly, 

Of ignorance and superstition dark I 
Think of the crimes and cruelties that sully 

The record of the builders I We who mark 

(Or think we mark) perfection in these Houses 
They built for their dead God, must not foi^t 

(Immaculate ourselves) the wrong that rouses 
Hot thrills of anger and amazement yet. 

There has not been such waste of loving labour, 
Such useless waste of wealth, since hers ^o pour'd 

Upon the Feet of Him Who shone on Tabor 
The precious fragrance of her only hoard. 

Who builds a school, those builders far surpasses — 
To teach the sons and daughters of the poor 

To mix and unmix common earths and gases, 
And other modern scientific lore: 

To teach that they themselves are earths and gases. 
Compounded cunningly without Mind or Plan; 

That boundless Space, which world on world amasses. 
Knows nought Diviner than poor carthbound Man. 

Beauty, we know, is but a baseless vision : 
No hungry mouth can eat it; let us sell 

For meat or money all, without condition, 
UnUl we tumble into lowest Helll 
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A PURE DELIGHT. 

[' The end juatifiea the means.' — EthUt tf Saaue^ 

I've cut and maim'd and torn at will, 
I've sear'd and burnt m; living toy; 
All power of voice is gone, but still 
These muscles move, these threads can thrill; 
Feeling is there; what joy! what joy/ 

ApproiHiate stimulus will cause 
Appropriate reaction yet ; 
How wonderful are Nature's laws I 
Look I How the luckless terrier gnaws 
The gag with crimson 'd slaver wet I 

I've done what has been done before. 
And will be done, and done again; 
I have not much enlai^'d the store 
Of knowlec^ but I've prov'd once more 
The strange vitality of pain. 

Though dogmas harmonize not wdl 
With minds of scientific bent, 
At times I think this torture-cell 
Half justifies the Christian Hell— 
God's infinite experiment. 
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THINGS INORGANIC. 

Asleep^ not dead: a slumber deep 
Enwraps them dreamless, holds inert 
Their sluggish mass; they all are girt — 
Rocks, ores, and earths — with magic sleep. 

Let God's Fire touch them, and they start; 
They leap like living things apart ; 
And, in the panting atom-play, 
Ijke spirits, vanish all away. 



THE MILLENNIUM. 

[AsiSopti i Tiupyis fiau.—^rist. Elk. f/ic.] 

Oh for the reign of Party-Peace, 
And Patriots without flaw ; 

When Lloyd, the much A-lloy'd, will c 
And Jaw-uhge hold his jaw I 
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CREDO IN DEUM. 

We sound the deeps of earth and skies ; 
We still combine and analyse, 
And note the changes that arise. 

Experiente teaches; we forecast 
The future will be like the past, 
And must be while the worid shall last. 

The thing that hath been, it shall be: 
So spake the old philoso^y ; 
And our phUosophers E^ree : 

There's nothing new beneath the sun. 
Nor yet where other planets run ; 
The old and new are ever one. 

But going back, and going far. 
On Reason's automatic car, 
Before the birth of any star, 

Beyond this varied scene we pass 
To where all Being lies in mass, 
A homogeneous orb of gas ; 
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The stuff of worlds, throughout the same 
Ac ocean vast without a name, 
And hotter than the hottest flame. 

A barrier here ! beyond this stage, 
No passing to a prior age. 
Whatever strife of thought we wage I 

Tis a blank wall, without a door; 
We cannot guess what was before. 
Nor scan the previous Evermore. 

Beginning: call it what you will I 
For us 'tis the Beginning still: 
But think you all before was nil ? 

And ere the parent sun launched forth 
From his own mass our mother earth — 
Yea, ere the sun himself had birth — 

Was all a void from pole to pole, 
A body vast without a soul. 
An uniform and mindless whole ? 

And were the primal forces blind, 
That wrought as if by plan designed ? 
Did Law emerge without a Mind? 

And how could life, the lowest, come 
Out of that glowing fiery womb. 
Or seed of life therein find room ? 
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Yea, if it somehow happened so, 
And life lay lapped Id fumace-glow 
A thousand million years ago; 

And from such germ the armies vast 
Of living forms around us mass'd 
Unfolded, as the ages pass'd: 

Must we not ask why all this plan 
(Since endless time before it ran;) 
Was not complete ere it began? 

Why ended not the weary show 
Of man's long warfare here below, 
A thousand million years ago? 

Unconscious elemental play 
In the dim ages far away, — 
Is this the God to whom we pray ? 

Or THAT, beyond the utmost bound. 
Which flows all Ume and space around; 
Of all ^ich is, the Root and Ground? 

Or dare we say, Nought else could be 
But that dark elemental sea 
Throi^h all the past eternity ? 

If death of life be germ and root. 
Why, then the fossil tree should fruit. 
And stones put forth the living shoot. 
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But if you take the voice of Sense 
For sure and certain evidence, 
Consult your own ezperience : 

Life springs from life in Nature's course; 
Mind is of mind the only source ; 
Mind masters Matter, masters Force ; 

And still a wider empire craves; 
In quest thereof all danger braves ; 
And Force and Matter are its slaves. 

If, knowing part, the single soul 
Can exercise this strange control, 
What could she, if she knew the whole ? 

And since degrees of mind we mark, 
And note of conscious life a spark 
In 'worms that burrow in the dark'; 

And from the lowliest and the least 
Ascending up, through bird and beast. 
We come at last to Man the Priest, 

Who lifts to heaven an open eye, 
And through the star-inwoven sky 
Beholds the throne of the Most High : 

Why doubt we that a chain of minds, 
Of higher and yet higher kinds^ 
The Seen to the Eternal binds? 
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Confined to this terrestrial ball, 
Mind lords it o'er a kingdom small ; 
And Mind Infinite rules the All. 

As unseen air this earth surrounds, 

And air a subtle ether bounds, 

Whose essence human sense confounds: 

Or as material atoms light, 
Elusive of all human sight, 
Are massed in mote and sand-grain slight; 

And still increase from state to state 
In ever-growing a^regate, 
Until in worlds they culminate: 

So throt^h untold gradation Soul 
Mounts ever nearer to the goal, 
From tiny spark to Perfect Whole. 

You think the Mind, Which forms the All, 

Too mighty to be Personal? 

Is essence changed by great or small? 

Unbounded force, sans inwardness 
Of feeling, will, and consciousness. 
Than human mind is something less. 

The Soul That is the Source of ours 
Must in Itself unite all powers 
Which are of soul essential dowers : 



D,o,i,7.d.,Googlc 



Ail excellences are Its own; 
Perfect in all, It stands Alone; 
Sole Person without fellow known. 

It fills the heavens, It fills the earth; 
And love and beauty and all worth, 
Faith, hope, and joy, from It have birth. 

Yea, these and good beyond all good, 
By sense-bound soul not understood, 
Well ever from the heart of God. 

* Antkropontorphic ? ' Yes; yoit'il find 
All Scimce, howsoe'er defined, 
Interprets things in terms of mind. 

fVhai is, our thinking makes it so 

To us; beyond you cannot go, 

Nor know but as mankind can know. 
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PROCESSIONAL HYMN FOR THE FEAST 
OF OUR LADY. 

Maky, maiden full of grace, 
Sweetest flower of David's race, 
We who never saw thy face 

Love thee, Blessed Mary, 

Thou upon whose mortal frame 
Highest God o'ershadowing came, 
Forming Christ within the same : 
Hail most Blessed Mary. 

Thou didst yield thy meek accord 
To the great Ardiangel's Word; 
Mary, Handmaid of the Lord, 
Ever-virgin Mary. 

So within thy living shrine 
Thou didst house the Babe Divine; 
Jesus, God and Man, was thine. 
Holy Mother Mary. 

Oh what brooding hopes and fears, 
Joys exalted, lonely tears, 
Fill'd for thee the fleetii^ years, 
Blessed Mother Maiy: 
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Till His destin'd course was run, 
And they crucified thy Son, — 
Crucified thine Only Son, — 

Mournful Mother Mary. 

Now in Paradise thou art, 
Where no more with rending smart 
Sword shall pierce thy mother's heart. 
Blessed Virgin Mary. 

Tranc'd and still thou liest low, 
In the Light's Eternal Glow, 
Sleeping yet awake to know 
Joy, O Blessed Mary. 

Ah, if voices far away 
Something to thy heart may say, 
Pray for us when thou dost pray. 
Blessed Mother Mary. 
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THE CHURCH AND ' THE CHURCHES* 

From the first to the last, from the primitive past 

To the day that is passing now, 
The schismatical smirch has dishonoured the Church, 

And Dissent discrowned her brow. 
One Lord, One Faith, the Apostle saith. 

One Body in Christ the Son; 
But the children of pride divide and divide 

The thing that their God made One. 

Woe, woe to the brood that call evil good, 

Misnaming the darkness light; 
The liars who preach that the birth of a breach 

Betokens new life and mi^tl 
For what is the life that springs from the knife 

But the stir of the grovelling worm? 
While fracture and fission and endless division 

Bring death to the higher form. 

When the human shrine of the spark Divine 

Collapses in foul decay, 
The one fair form dissolves in a swarm 

Of things that crawl away : 
So the Body of Christ, by the Tempter enticed 

From unity in the Lord, 
Its oneness lost, dissolves in the host 

Of a thousand sects abhorr'd. 
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' Fie, fie,' you exclaim, ' What a burning shame, 

To condemn the Churches Free ! 
What a bigoted howl ! what intolerance foul ! 

What a failure of charity ! ' 
To the top of their bent schismatics may vent 

Their spite, and never have done; 
For they all profess live consciences, 

And Churchmen, we know, have none. 

No parson may preach, no parson may teach 

That strife and schism are wrong, 
Though Saint Paul and Saint John harp ever upon 

That same unpopular song: 
For the politician of weakest vision 

Sees well that the sects can vote j 
And the delicate sense of expedience 

May move him to turn his coat. 

O the might of the vote I what human throat 

Can praise it beyond its meed ? 
A power to put down both Church and Crown 

And annul the Catholic Creed! 
O the might of the vote I what human throat 

Its miracles can surpass? 
It makes of the bore an orator, 

And your even Christian an ass. 

From what are they free, these Churches Free? 

From what brand of bondage ill ? 
From the Pharisee's pride mock-sanctified? 

From the servitude of self-will ? 
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From sour debate, from smouldering hate, 

From envy and strife debased? 
From snufiUag cant, from senseless rant, 

From ubiquitous bad taste? 

Your Separatist is an egoist, 

Whatever his shibboleth be, 
Whatever the 'ism that prompts his schism 

From Catholic unity. 
The Church of God as the world is broad, 

Inclusive of every nation ; 
But he damns the rest with a cheerful zest 

For his personal salvation. 

Whatever his craze (some tyrannous phrase 

Of Election or Conversion), 
The Kingdom of God is worlds too broad 

For his arrogant self-assertion : 
So without a qualm he quits the realm 

Of the One Authority ; 
And the Order of Christ is sacriSced 

To amorphous anarchy. 

If a man will not heed what the Church has decreed 

He rightly incurs the ban; 
Let such an one be, saith the Lord, unto thee 

As a heathen or publican. 
You may care not a jot if He said it or not. 

As Agnostic or Secularist; 
But Christians are spliced to the Body of Christ, 

And may not do as they list 



.,Googlc 



spARa. 57. 

No doubt you will say, ' In the light of to-day 

To worship the past is absurd ; 
We know so much more than the saints of yore, 

They have hardly a claim to be heard: 
The fool of the age is a lettered sage 

Compared with Peter or Paul ; 
And the doctrine that's new is sure to be true, 

And the old scarce true at all. 

The latest research has proved that the Qiurch, 

With its sacerdotal scheme, 
Is a fabric of lies which scholars despise 

As a medieval dream. 
So we take what is best, and we leave the rest, 

Of the worn traditional creeds ; 
Our prophets can found upon surer ground 

New churches for newer needs.' 

' All hold,' say you, ' to the substance true. 

The pith of the Testament.' 
But who shall define, in things Divine, 

Substance from accident? t 

If every sect in Its turn reject 

Some doctrine believed by most, 
And they all are right, why, then, G>ood Night 

To all but Religion's ghost! 

You are quick to reply with the parrot-cry. 
That dogma is dead as Queen Anne; 

And the obsolete thought of the Church is nou^t 
To the go-ahead modem man: 
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The thing that survives to Taahion our lives 

Is the Master's moral sense ; 
For that is the pith, all else is myth 

Or uncertain inference. 

Then what is your claim to the Christian name? 

y/hat more than a poor pretence? 
The martjrrs died for the Crucified, 

And not for your ' Moral Sense.' 
For the Church b^an from God made Man, 

From a Life with miracle fraught; 
FrcHtt the Lamb that was slain and arose again, 

And Divine Redemption wrought 

Our morals, you know, we need not owe 

To the word of a human Christ ; 
What Egypt thought, or Confucius taught, 

Or the Buddha, had well sufficed. 
For morals find in the make of the mind 

A source eternally one; 
And the ethical lore of the men of yore 

Stands t(ue while the ages run. 

' But what of the Grace whose presence we trace 

In the good Dissenters do? 
The Spirit's fruit is beyond dispute ; 

Why not their Sacraments too? 
If you cannot confine all Grace Divine 

Within the Church's pale. 
Whatever you say, 'tis clear as day, 

Your argument must fail,' 
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Then what of the Light that shineth bright 

For every soul that is born? 
Is there never a trace of Truth and Grace 

In heathen lands forlorn? 
The Christian name may be put to shame 

By saintly Afghans and such ; 
And Jews and Turlis may evince good works ; 

Your argument proves too much. 

You say, forsooth ! that they preach the truth ; 

How else could they proselytise? 
To lead men astray from the ancient Way 

Old Satan puts on disguise : 
As an Angel of Light he dazzles the sight 

Of the souls he would impress ; 
And he urges his claim in the lofty name 

Of superior holiness. 

We may see much merit in some who inherit 

The heritage of Disunion ; 
Who still have retained with a faith unfeigned 

Some truths of the old Communion. 
Ljfe-giving indeed is each Word of the Creed ; 

Maim'd Gospels are better than none; 
Yet greatly they lose who severance choose 

When Christ has bid us be one. 

' But,' cries another, ' My Christian brother, 

What matters the special name ? 
Why grip and grapple for Church or Chapel, 

When the meaning is much the same? 
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We are all on the road to the Saints' ^xxle, 
Though we do fall out by the way; 

But the Lord does not care what title we bear, 
So long as we preach and [»'ay.' 

Then who's to blame, if it's all the same, 

For the weakness that comes of strife ? 
For hopeless division, the world's derision, 

The palsy of Christian life ? 
From the first, 'tis clear, the Church was here, 

And Scripture makes union vital; 
No marvel, then, if instructed men 

Stand fast by her claim and title. 
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THE OPEN SECRET. 

[' Why Don 't Mbn Go To Church 7 ' Special Article : 
See The Silly Smsom, Vol. MDCCCCV., p. 1905.] 

I KNEW him as a plumber's man, 

By whose kind help my cisterns ran; 

And pipes would leak, and sometimes douse 

In sudden flood a grateful house. 

No scholar, yet a man of letkrs, 

He much consorted with his biters; 

Being indeed an apt bookmaker, 

Thoi^h at his trade the merest faker ; 

And often busy at the bar, — 

A sort of lawless barrister. 

I saw him lowing at his door 

One Sunday, between three and four : 

A shirt adom'd his manly breast. 

And fancy trousers did the rest; 

He suck'd a reeky pipe; a drain 

Stood handy by the window-pane. 

I nam'd it 'Irish' by the smell, 

And hop'd I saw him pretty well; 

Then, nerv'd by his slow-broadening smile, 

I ventur'd on a harmless wile. 
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' Now tell me, Jack, and tell me true — 
(I've laid a little bet on jou; 
Though drunk as any lord alive, 
You know how many beans make five.) 
What is the reason most profound 
You're never seen on holy ground ; 
Although, for reason less profound, 
You're often seen on holy ground ? ' 

He look'd at me, a mild surprise 

Awaking in his sleepy eyes ; 

Then, with a most suggestive lurch, 

' Wha-4-at ? why I never goes to church ? ' 

I trembled, for the truth was near; 

The Mystery would soon be clear, 

Which sages ponder'd with such pain. 

I pray'd it might not make me vain, 

Now, after years of weary search. 

To know Why Men Don't Go To Church. 

His favourite spirit o'er him hover'd; 
He glanc'd about, but half-recover'd ; 
Then stutter 'd, swaying to and fro, 
' Tis 'cause I never wa-a-ants to go I ' 

Here was the goal of all my travail ; 

A truth as simple, beyond cavil, 

As Birrell's 'Simple Bible Teaching,' 

Or any vulgar overreaching : 

A truth as clear to veriest fools 

As — why Dissenters want our Schools. 
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A SOLILOQUY. 
■Ban! Ban I Cii—Cali—Bm\'—Shaitsfean. 

Scotland up, and England down — 
Great Myself, and England small — 

For Colonials a frown — 

Fawning smiles for Aliens all. 

Barbarous methods may be dropped, 
If we kiss the Kaiser's toe: 

Half the Navy must be lopped — 
It will save the money sol 

And the Church has had her day. 

Predatory hosts, advance I 
Take the spoil, divide the prey! 

Never had you such a chance I 

Scotland's price was always gold; 

Cash was had for Charles's head: 
Meaner English votes have sold 

Honour for a loaf of bread. 
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Motto for The Standard-bearer, p. 19. 
'The Camels are cunnin'.'-^Sartd Air, 
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